widen as the explosives bore into the walls. I was
fascinated "by the amount of shells it takes to demolish
a well-built village. Little white puffs of smoke kept
appearing in the sky; it was an anti-aircraft barrage,
I watched the Fascist air fleet draw nearer, the
Italian Caprionis silver in the sun, the German
Junkers dark like obscene birds of prey flying with
frightening slowness as though heavy with death
and secure in their power of destruction. Fight-
ing Heynckels and Marchettis zoomed round them,
white puffs of smoke burst impatiently short and
high.
In the street below, the people were scattering into
shops or subways. I could now distinguish the black
wing-tips and tails which identified the Fascist planes.
Crash! crash! boom! the exploding bombs tore away
the roofs of the crowded houses like paper. The
Telefonica was shaking from its foundations to its
tower.
The roar of engines became deafening, and then
grew less, The air fleet passed on on its civilizing
mission. I watched them circle over the University
City, their trail marked by smoking ruins. They
were coming back to look over their handiwork,
they grew louder again. German pilots boasted that
they would have an orgasm as they watched their
bombs buist into the once beautiful buildings below
them.
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